Film* the wood or pilin* the turf,
Or goin* to the well,
I'm thinkin* of my baby
And keenin' to mysel*.

And sometimes I am sure she knows
When, openin* wide His door,
God lights the stars, His candles,
And looks upon the poor.

So now, ye little childer,
Ye won't fling stones at me;
But gather with your shinin* looks
And pity Moll
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*LAY me in a cushioned chair;
Carry me, ye four,
With cushions here and cushions there,
To see the world once more.
*To stable and to kennel go;
Bring what is there to bring;
Lead my Lollard to and fro,
Or gently in a ring,
'Put the chair upon the grass:
Bring Rody; and his hounds.
That I may contented pass
From tfhese earthly bounds**
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